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GENIUS of France! thy miſty ſhore 
From Albion's rocky verge I trace, 
As, high above the billowy roar, 
| I dart my view thro ſubject ſpace. 
Thron'd on this Cliff's erabattled brow, | 
I ſeem the lord uf all below; 
And while tumultuous paffions doil, 
1 gaze indignant on thy cronching ſoil. 
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Has not old Ocean's ruthleſs force 


Torn thee from favourd Britain's ſide ? 
And here, with well- directed courſe, 


— 


Still rolls he not his barrier tide? 
Yes! his dividing waves deſigwd ; 
To give this leſſon to mankind— 
"Tis Nature's voice—'tis Heaven's decree 
« Britain! alone be great, alone be free.” 


Warm'd with the thought, my fancy dreams 
Of all the mighty deeds of old. 

When Britain rous'd to martial themes 
Her monarch's ſtern, her warriors bold. 

I hear from off this airy ſteep 

Her thunder rattle o'er the deep: 

See in the field her fire diſplay'd, | 

And mark the withering lilly droop and fade! 
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Then proudly turn my mental eye - 

On ſcenes of council, ſcenes of peace,. 
| Where Freedom lifts her voice on high, - 
Ituſtrious iſle! let circling Fame 4am 
Thy juſt. pre-eminence proclaim! +) 
In daſhing arms, in ſage debate. 


Such flattering viſions ſooth my ſoul, 
Elanc'd from this aerial height, 

No narrow bounds her range controul, 

{a No power reſtrains her daring flight. - 

Say, what awakes the eagle's fire? 

—The pride his towering haunts inſpire: - kl 
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Huſh' be the haughty ſtrain a found 
Of maddenning joy burſts on my ear? 
From ſhove to ſhowe its echoes bound 
"Tis new-born Freedom voice L hear! 4 
Arous dat Superſtition's death, | 
In Gallia's womb ſhe pants fur breath # 
She breaks her bands---ſhe ſprings to life 


 Tranſparting ſounds |---they check my pride, 
My flatt'ring vifions'melt away: 
At Wiſdom's nad my vaunts ſubſide, 
I own her juſt, impartial ſway. 
Around the wartd may Freedom's nota 
On Ocean wavy boſom float} 
May rapid gales its fpirit bear, | 
Till everydiftanttribe the bleſfing ſhare. 
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 Enlighten'd France! no more L Ve, b — 

With cold contempt thy glittering coaſt; 1 

To active worth is honour due— g- 
Jan no ſuperior luſtre dam; e 

| Nor fingly now ſhall dart its:rays, 

But blend with thine in Freedom's ſpreailing blare. 
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Enough of war, of proud diſdain—= | 
The ſelfiſh thought, the taunting jeſt, | 
Be baniſhed from che Aberal breaſt! 

Ye ſwell'd the liſt of human woes! 
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Malignant ſhadows ! hence, away! 
nie to ſome dark, unletter d ore. 
Behold the dawn of Reaſon's day hoon 
Britain and France contend no more. 
In Freedom's cauſe, from age to age, 
shall both with equal warmth engage, 
Purſue the ſame exalted plan, | 
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